THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER

seat, and a sense of buildings flashing by like phan-
toms hardly visualized. But I did not care. For the
chauffeur told me that his wife came from England,
and more than that, from Devonshire. That touched
me deeply, for a few days of Detroit are apt to bear
hardly on any Devon man. So, as I wandered into
my hotel, a little tired, I had forgotten all about
Ford. I was thinking only of red earth, and rain-
swept skies, and clotted cream, and water that is iced
by nature rather than by man. This mood lasted
until dinner-time, and for all I know, they are still
talking in that hotel of the singular foreigner who
would not be satisfied with the cream which they
offered him and left the room in disgust after the
sixth attempt to clear his table of ice water.
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